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mised to me in Paradise. The same emotion overmasters
me every year on entering into the Ka'bah of Allah, and
yet what does it all mean? What is the value of this
dream which we call life, and which is my true self? Is it the
self that inquires, scoffs, doubts, but wants to find truth ?
Or is it the self that you discovered a moment ago bereft
of every sense save one, namely, that which would seem to
have drawn me irresistibly to a power whose will none
would seem able to dispute ? Has that power an existence
outside my emotions, or is it merely the fabric of my
senses ? You are silent, Yd-Moulai. Well, there are more
ways of getting drunk than by drinking of the juice of the
forbidden fruit. I escaped from myself just then on a
spiritual rather than a spirituous fluid. Let us return to
our camp."